CONFESSIONS OF A YOUNG MAN
self; the mighty river holding the fate of all, playing and dallying with It for a while, and bearing it on at
last to final and magnificent extinction. That sense of the inevitable which had the Greek dramatists wholly, which had George Eliot sufficiently, that rhythmical progression of events, rhythm and in-evitableness (two words for one and the same thing) is not there, Elly's golden head, the back-ground of atistere French Protestants, is sketched with a flowing wator-oolour brush, I do not know If it Is true, but true or          in reality, it Is true in art But
the jarring dissonance of her marriage is inadmissible ; it cannot b© led up to by chords no matter how Ingenious, the passage, the attempts from one key to the other, Is impossible; the true end Is the rain, by death or lingering life, of Elly and the remorse of the mother.
One of the few writers of fiction who seems to me to            an ear for the music of events Is Miss Mai^
Volcy. Her first novel, <4For Percival," although diffuse, although It occasionally flowed into by-channels and lingered in stagnating pools, was informed and held together, even at ends the most twisted and broken, by that          of rhythmic pro-
whleh is 00 dear to me, and which was afterwards so splendidly developed In "Damocles." Pale, painted with grey and opaline tints of morning passes tli© grand figure of Rachel Gonway, a victim chosen for her beauty, and crowned with flowers of sacrifice. She has not forgotten die of the maniac, and it          back to her In Its awful lines and lights when wrote to the        tin*            !ii4)tl*l of                     but
